66               AFTER    THESE.   MANY     QUESTS
shuffling towards me. I heard one or two other Europeans, in a similar predicament, using a magic word: *' Jow " (" Go "). I was consumed with pity, but I had no Indian money and I had to make some defensive gesture. So I, too, said " Jow," in a timid voice. It had no effect. But now the red-fezzed victoria drivers, whom I soon learned to call gharry-wallahs, had perceived a potential victim and all raised their whips in unison with loud shrieks of "Sahib, sahib; gharry, sahib." I advanced on the nearest, who happened to be the one with the most disarming grin on his pock-marked face. " Times of India!" I inquired. He looked sad and intensely puzzled. I repeated it over and over again, using every kind of intonation. He held an excited conference with his colleagues, and also enlisted the queerest-looking policeman I had ever seen, a man wearing a cylindrical yellow hat and blue bloomers. At last, when I was in despair, a great light came over his brown, pitted face. "Ah, Timesofmdya," he said in a curious sing-song, with the satisfied air of one correcting a child.
I entered his gharry with grave misgivings, which increased as my trunks were loaded. The skeleton horse sprang unexpectedly to life and even broke into a trot. We wcaved through traffic which ranged from high-powered cars and trams to goats and cows that crossed the roads, with astonishing immunity, at funeral pace.
Thus, wearing my best blue serge suit and a trilby hat, feeling excessively sweaty and unimportant, I arrived at the Times of India office, a long building with a sham minaret motif opposite the sprawling baroque palace which they called preposterously the Victoria terminus of the Great Indian Peninsular railway. My passage from Stratford Broadway to Bori Bunder was complete.
We lived in a barn of a place over the office called a " chummery." It had a bare stone floor and a lofty roof lost in gloom and rafters. Our "bedrooms" consisted of three cubicles opening off this communal mess. Long windows led out to a roof terrace. The chummery had the absolute minimum of furniture because nobody regarded it as an even